The mofi lamentahleTra^edk 

Ro. What Ladic is that which doth intich the hand 
Of yonder Knight^ 

Str, Iknow not fir. 

Ro, O iTiedothteach the torches to biirne bright: 
Itfeemcs Ihe hangs vpon thechecke of night, 

As a rich Icwcl in aniE thiops earc, 

Beauty too richfor vie, for earth toodeare: 

So IhewcsafnowieDouctrooping with Crowes,' 

As yonder Lady ore her fello wes Iho west 
Themeafurc done, lie watch her place of Hand, 

And touching hers,makc blefled my rude hand. 

Pid my heart loue till now,forfweate it fight, 

For I nere faw true beauty till this night. 

T (h, This by his voiCCjlfiould be a Momtague, 

Fetch me my Rapier boy,what dares the flaue 
Come hether couerd wit h an antique face. 

To fleereand fcorneat ourfolemnitie? 

How by the ftocke and honour of my kin, 

To flrike him dead 1 hold it not a fin, 

Vhy howinow kinsman whereforcftornieyoufo? 
Tib, Vnclethisis a ourfoc: 

A villaine that is hither come in fpighr. 

To fcorneat ourlolemnitie this night. 

Ca^H, Youngi?ez»e«’is it, 

Tib. Tis he, that villaine 

CafH. Content thee gentle Cozeiet him alone, 

A beares him like a portly Gentleman; 

And tofay truth,Z/ero«/* brags ofhim, 

Tobe avcrtuoiisaiid wellgouernd youth, 

1 would not for the Wclthofall this townc, 

Here in my houfc doe him difparagemen t: 

Therefore be patient , take no note ofhim. 

It is my will, the which if thou refpeft , 

Shew a faire prefence, and put off thefefrownes,' 
Aniltbcfeemingfemblanccfor afeaft. 

Tib. Itfitswhenfuchavillaineisaguefl:, 


'of^mhandluUetl 


Tie not endure hint. 

Cm. He fhall be endured. 

What goodman boy,l f^y he fhall, go too, 

Anilthemaifterherc^youfgotoo, 

Yonle not endure him, God fhall mend my foulc, 
Youle make a'mutinic among my guetts : 
you will fet cocka hoope, youle be the man, 

Ti. VVhyvnclc,tisafhame, 

Capii, Gotoojgotoo, 

You are a fawey boy,ilt fo indeed? 




You muft contrary me , marry tis time, 

VVell laid my hearts, you are a princox, goe. 

Be quiet, or more light,more light for lharoe, 
lie make you quiet (what) chearely my hearts. 

Ti. PatieiiceperforcCjWith willfullcholer meeting. 
Makes my flefli tremble in t h eir different greeting: 

I will w ithdravv but this intrulion fhal 
Now feemingfwcetCjConuert to bitter gall. Exitt 
Ro, If I prophane with my vnworthiefl hand. 

This holy llirine, the gentle fin is this, < 

JVly lips two blufhing Pylgrimsdid ready ftand. 

To fmootli thatrough touch with atender kille. 

In. Good PilgriHie you do wrong your hand too muck 
Which mannerly deuotion fliewes in this. 

For faints haue hands,that Pilgrims hands doe tuch. 

And palmcto pahneis holy Palmer* kilTc, 

Ro. Hauenot Saints lips and holy Palmers too.^ 
litli. 1 Pilgiiaijlips that they muft vie in prayer. 

Rom, O then dearc Saint, let lips doe what hands doc. 
They pray (grant thou)leaft faith turne to difpaire, 

1h. Saints doe not nioue, though grantfor prayers fake. 
Ro, Then nioue not while my prayers effect 1 take. 
Thus from my lips, by thine my finis purgd, 
h*. Then hauc my lips the fin that they haue tookc, 

Ro, Sinfrommy lipSjO trelpasfweeily vrgd; 


Giue 


